
Were it not finfull then firming to mend. 

To marre the fubie<ft that before was well. 

For to no other paffe my verfes tend. 

Then of your graces and your gifts to tell. 

And mo/e,much more then in my verfe can fit, 

Your ovvne glaffe fhowes you, when you lookc in if , 
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O me faire friend you neuer can be old, 

For as you were when firfi your eye I ey de, 

Such feemes your beautie fiilhThree Winters cclde, 

Haue from the forrefis fhooke three fummers pride. 

Three beautious fprings to yellow Antumne turn’d, 

In proceffe of the feafons haue I feene. 

Three Aprill perfumes in three hot lanes burnd. 

Since firfi I faw you frefh which yet are greene. 

Ah yet doth beauty like a Dy all hand, 

Stcale from his figure, and no pace perceiu’d. 

So your fweete hew,whfch me thinkes ftilldoth fta*^ 
JHfath motion,and mine eye may be deceaued. 

For feare of which, heare this thou age vnbred. 

Ere you were borne was beauties fummer dead, 
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L Et not my loue be cal\i Idoiatrie, 

Nor my beloued as an Idoll fhow, 

Since all alike my fongs and praifesbe 
To one,ofone,fiill fuch,and euer fo. 

Kinde is my loue to day,to morrow kinde,. 

Still confiant in a wondrous excellence. 

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de,’. 

One thing exprcfiing,leaues out difference. 

Faire, kinde,and truc,is all my argument, 

Faire, kinde and true,varrying to other words. 

And in this change is my inuention {pent. 

Three theams in one, which wondrous fcopc affords 
Faire,kinde,and true, haue often liu’d alone. 

Which three till now ? neuer kept featc in one. 

When: 










Sonnet s» 
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\X/ Hen in the Chronicle of wafied time, 
y V I fee diferiptions of the faireft wights, 

And beautie making beautifull old rime, 

In praife of Ladies dead, and louely Knights, 

Then in the blazon of fweet beauties beft, 

Of hand, of foote,of lip, of eyc,of brow, 

I fee their antique Pen would haue expreft, 

Euen fuch a beauty as you mnifler now 7 . 

So all their praifes are but prophefies 
Of this ourtime,all you prefiguring. 

And for they look’d but with dcuining eyes. 

They had not fiill enough ycur worth to fing : 

For we which now behold thefe prefect dayes, 

Haue eyes to wonder,but lack toungs to praife, 
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N Ot mine owne feares,nor the prophetick fou!e. 

Of the wide world, dreaming 6n things to come* 

Can yet the leafeofmy true loue controule, 

Suppofde as forfeit to a confin’d doomc. 

Themortall Moone hath her eclipfe indur’de. 

And the fad Augurs mock their owne prefage, 

Incertenties now crowme thenvfclues aflur’dc. 

And peace proclaimes Oliues of endlefle age. 

Now W'ith the drops of this mofi balmie time. 

My loue lookes frefh, and death to meTubfcr&csj 
Since fpight of him lie line in this pocre rime, 

While he infults ore dull and fpeachleffe tribes. 

And thou in this {halt finde thy monument. 

When tyrants crefis and tombs of braffc are fpent. 
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'\7\7Hat’s in thebraine thatlnck may chara&er, 

* * Which hath not figur’d to thee my true fpiritj 

What’s new r to fpeake,what now to regifter. 

That may expreffe my loue,or thy deare nierit ? 

Nothing fweet boyjbut yet like prayers diuine, 

G 3 Imuft 
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